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CHAPTER XVI.
A Sew Life.

a DEL A GRAY ar Clarice
Hyde, who 3hared a small
apartment in the "Ruben? "IZ rabbit warren of studios in

avenue, were preparing a
fit for the gods In a chafing

SfftS dish.
Jo "Do you think," Inquired Clarice.

Hfrs arms akimbo over her iaintflecked
smork her pleasant fa-c- flushed by

the heat of the gas burner, "do you
A m think. Addie. a dinner fit for the

j l cods in a chafing dish could ever be
a success?"

it My dear." cried Adela. lifnnc
W l her eyes from their intent contem- -

ft plation of (he salad bowl, "of course
m I do If those gods are in the
E fhafing dish, the poor old chicken

jr I can't possibly go wrong, don't you

J see not a chance even if it tried
"I ever so hard "
B "No," pensively answered Clarice.
B "I suppose the poor thing knows

9 it's dedicated, doesn't it?"
"Dedicated and consecrated," af-

firmed Adela.
'''jfcS "Too bad there's onlv one man

coming," murmured Clarice "Do
'(hSS you think Anthony is a god?" she
' 19 added Wuil a feigned air of naive
mm n ity she loved to assume
Wu Adela pretended not to hear and

i vL did not answer.
B I know you do,' half whlsp

Clarice. But Adela's hearing had
1 deteriorated. A faint flush was her

only response. Clarice turned
towarL.the chicken a la King and

"--
- Fmiled. There were times when

: even she, privileged though she
i was, thought it best not to tease
1 Adela further The spirit of mis- -

ti? chief in bcr, however, seemed to ho
" warmed by the gas burner.

iA "Diil gods ever eat salad"" she
Jfv.7 Tentured again,
ifr-- "Xo. dear." Adela answered in- -

Bcrntably. "Nebuchadnezzar was
Qfi the first on record. I believe. And
v'3 he nte it." she went on quickly.
J "only after his great dream. And
3 you. missie, better stop dreaming
j and watch the chicken or salad is

v. jj all you'll eat
5j Clarice laughed and turned

chickenward again.
3 For six month? now Adela hadt p been living in New York The dif- -

Ya Acuity of gathering: sufficient money
for her venture had given her a
tedious and miserable additional

ft1 year of lodging for her hegira. Hut
jj here she was at last, an art student

at the League, living with her fol-f- j

lftW student. Clarice Hyde, and en- -

Jf Joying at least a portion of her
heart's desire

JPM It was now April, nineteen-sl-

rB teen Some twenty-od- d months had
tj passed since Anthony's return from
.", London. Hlstorj ordinarily so

snail-lik- e in her pare, had tuken
j la monstrous strides We in America
CjS who were still neutral except as

1 to our sympathies, were living as
under an opaque shadow of ev.-n-

y.H daily expecting the sun of sanity
to emerge upon the mad storm of

m Europe. But still the cry of the ag
gressors seemed to be that of Kip

51 ling's beasts' "Let in the Jungle1
JM Let in the Jungle'" Tn America

more consistently perhaps than
! t anywhere else, people felt that no

, Ij such evil could triumph under the
jtf sun But still It was triumphing
fl Belgium was devastated, northern
;3 France lay waste, the Lusitania

I had been sunk, and from the sea
to Switzerland the gieantic armies

3 lay locked as in a death grapple.
Im Yet near though we were to tho

i H catastrophe, our dally life was lit- -

tie changed. Red Cross and other
H bodies were soliciting funds for the

stricken, and we were proud to be
'ljM feeding the entire nation of Be-

lli gium Prices were rising and dyes
"'vB "were unobtainable But New York

(1 was still building a subway Fifth
ifJB avenue looked precisely the same
jVB Manufacturers for the most part
B "were growing enormously rich and

' B speculation on Ihe Stock Exchangej frequently broke from the financial
J columns to the first page of the

newspapers.
Speculation was draw ing Anthony

I also to Its Atful flare. Old man
M Judd was rleht, after all No broker
B .seemed able to abstain from specu
(3 lation altogether. Fabulous tales

nil were current of profits in steels,rJ and munitions, and hardly any one
rJ could resist their appeal It wa

like the lure of the lottery in Latin
i3 countries Even Douglas Nash,

f whose bird-lik- little mother was
still egging him on to fortune and n

"m rich marriage, had both made ami
ijB-- v v lost a few hundreds of dollars
,trm Douglas also kindly undertook to
$B induct Anthony into the society of
Rfl the chorus ns a makeshift and a

safety valve pending that fortunate
jjU marriage. But Urn rites of chorus
SB lrl suppers, with their loud, vul- -

fihT. tricked-ou- t beauties, somehow
Am failed to interest Anthony.

Anthony was the same and yet
he was B new Anthony. Personal
history that marches to a rhythm

&B f ilM owa had drilled him, as it
drills all of us, to its relentless rou- -

rjj tine, writing the result uumlstak- -

ably upon his features The ex- -

presslon In his eyes betrayed a
m firmer crip and a graver insight.

')B When men epoko of experience as
&B regarded the difficult and ever-ab- -

(B sorbing sex of woman, he smiled
nl the coltish grin of the adole?-Xx-

cent, but the soberer smile that be

spoke a certain knowledge. Ho . - - ..

now observed occasionally thai he

knew nothing at .ill about women .

sign of tho true initiate 4 ..': .
'' "y. ty '.ff

His return from London had s' ij, -- 't. ,

seemed to mark off his past a with y' v r

a heavy black line. Liggett, who ', t 7 ..,
knew something of the reasons for g

his journey, had welcomed him p ' :

back Irtually without question He - "Done!" he
had felt conscientiously responsible exclaimed
for having introduced Anthony to '

lie woman. Vilma Vanleer. An taking
hohesl inan was Liggett, in his hold

The first week of monk-lik- soil- - TmmmMUrBBm' white
tude and seclusion that followed ''WSfiB "'5 v

upon Anthony's re' urn had given j' f-- '
M$N&$Ef N ' tremulous

w. 10 a more normal existence wSL v'- wrists
ESven his disappointment over foe ?SeK ik B.
Shclburn's dereliction had been "It's notLjlmBjSK 5

mitigated by 'he appearance of Joe
some five weeks after his own ar-

rival, and by Joe's reluctant, grudg
ing assent to a financial arrange-
ment in favor of Grace Thomas
for whom all history had very
nearly ceased when her child was
born

"But remember.1' Joe had in-

sisted, with a cunning look In his
hard, foxy Iittlo eyes, "all money in
cash and it goes through you I

don't want to see her." And An-

thony bad acquiesced, for Grace's
need was great At stated times
he made his Journey to the polar
regions of tho Bronx and trans-
ferred the money to Grace. With
her baby she was now-- living alone,

d as Mrs Thomas.
The following Autumn Adela had

arrhed, to Anthony s surprise and
delight. Tho Adela he had last
seen at home the Adela he had
kissed, seemed to have faded from
his memory. He remembered
chiefly the thin, long-legge- girl
of his boyhood. Her transformation
into this radiant and active young
woman, alive with energy, with
eyes that could flash as well as
twinkle full of Joys and en-

thusiasms and electrie Ares
seemed a miracle of creation
Her vitality was as bracing as
a tonic. There was a limpid
purity in her eyes that overawed
him No woman had ever looked
at him so directly and so 6earch-ingl-

as Adela. Tho pallor of her
girlhood was gone. There was a
fine color In her cheeks and a sense
of veiled emotion hung about her
that haunted him een In his
dreams

"Little Addie'" he would mur-
mur to himself as he kept evoking
her image. To think that she had
grown into this bewildering!) radi-
ant woman' He could not get
over the marvel of It.

The girls in the studio that April
night were still busily collating tho
supper when they heard a knock
at the door

"Oh, dear!" whispered Clarice,
hastily dropping the casemont-clot-

curtain that separated the
culinary department from the
social. "Why arc men BO stupid"
They always think seven o'clock
means seven as though the chaf-
ing dish knew that!"

"Silly Clarice'" retorted Adela,
moving toward the door. "Ah
though Anthony would mind He'll
love to see it done."

"He sees too much that young
man." muttered Clarice, "or not
enough."

"Heilo, Addie'" Anthony greeted
His voice was deeper than of yore.
"What a scrumptous smell! "

"Couldn't get that at the Rltz
could you?" said Adela, her hand
slill in his. "You're Just lu lime."

"Hours too soon, you mean," sang
out Clarice from behind the cur-
tain.

'No am 1"" ho paused In the
process of removing his coat.

"Yes am I?" responded the In-

visible Clarice. "Is he arrayed in
furple and pine linen?"

"Not In furple," Adla answered
for him.

"As if you could tell!" moaned
Clarice.

"Shall I go out and run round
the block?" Anthony put in

"No might a well stay," trailed
i ho woeful voice of the invisible
giri

"A shame, you girls going to all
this trouble." protested Anthony,
"wheu you might as well have come
out and dined with me "

"Exactly"' retorted Clarice, sud-
denly appearing from behind the
curtain "Why do we do it. Addle'''

"Beware cook, or I'll kiss you!"
he cried with a threatening move
incut Whereat both of them
laughed and Adela turned away
She would have given much for
this spirit of light banter that was
always goinx on between Clarice
and Anthony, but with her he was
always more grave and serious
And this situation, perfectly com-
prehensible to the keen-witte-

Clarice, gave her Ineffable amuse-
ment.

"Go, man," said Clarice with a
gesture of aloof command, "help
MUMe put the (.ilshlng touches to
the table. Th-j- Who will not work

neither shall they eat. as Shakes-
peare hath It.' She might havo
been some Imperious Diana looking
with cold c 'ntempt on mating
mortals.

"Shukespi-a-- o hath hath he?"
queried Ant'ion

"Yeth, be hath'f: she threw at
him with disdain and disappeared
behind tho curtain.

"What d I do, Addle?" Anthouy
turned to r with enthusiasm.

"Well." . Peculated Addio, with a
linger to In . chin, "you could move
the piunu and the kitchen stove.

- (O lO'-- JotfrDtloual Ft

But ihe best thing g, you sit down
on tho couch and look on." She
removed the salad to tho top of a
bookcase near tho empty plates.
"I can do all the rest "

Anthony sank down on the couch
with a sigh of contentment.

"That surely Is the best thing I

do," he admitted.
"Tell us something of the great

world.'' encouraged Adela as she
moved about tho room.

"The great world." h" repeated.
"What can a broker know of th'
great world9"

This was a thrust at Adela "She
always spoke in a tone of regret,
howsoever veiled, of his occupation.
He was wasting his talents, she
maintained, on a task that any
clerk might perform well.

"Well, what do you think I am
a genius'" he had protested. But
in his heart he sadly agreed with
her. Ever slnee his return from
Europe, however, a 11.1nni1.vv. In
ertla had overcame him and he
could not think of doing anything
else.

The long closure of the Stock
Exchange after the declaration of
war In Europe had given him some
pause for reflection. Thinking of
Adela had ret ailed to him some of
his early ambitions, as they had
been wont to talk about them In
their childhood "Look at nil the
things you can do," Adela had said
"Bo a statesman a diplomat be
gTeat!" Soldiering, sailorlng. the
law they had discus ed all of
those things.

"The dreams of a kid," Anthony
thought wistfully. And he hung on
at Llggett's. And that was one of
Adela's crosses.

Soon Clarice, now BmOcMeSfl but
her face still hotly Hushed, ap-
peared In a pretty blue frock, chaf-
ing dish beforw her, and pro-
claimed :

"Let anybody dure to pretend to
even betray a soupcon that they
think this Isn't good!"

"Nobody could, darling," Adela
assured her; "It'll bo delicious.'

tture Strrlc. lnc Gret B

"You bet." cried Anthony; then
he caught Clarice's severe look
bent upon him for she was always
reproving him for profanely broker-izln-

the purity of the English lan-

guage.
' I mean to say," bo quickly cor-

rected himself, "I'll wyger 'arf a
quid, lydy, this 'ore stew's lop 'olo'
That ought to satisfy anybody.
Pure English lindMlled." he added.

They took their places at the lit-

tle table in tho alcove, the other
half of which was the curtain-- d

kitchen.
The sense of adventure was about

their board under the pretty red
paper candle shades. They began
on the grap-frn- lt the while an alco-
hol burner kept the gleaming chaf-
ing dish hot in the centre of the
table, and there were even two
small glass vases of flowers flank-In-

the chafing dish. To Anthony
It was delightful, with a vague, de-
licious sense of recapturing lost
youth. Ho was no poseur, except
art every young man who has lasted
what Is called life is to some ex-

tent a poseur. In the same way the
middle-age- man often poses as
young

They chattered of art. of paint-
ing and of Clnrico's sublimated
Junk, as sho called It, for Clarice
was a worker in silver as well as a
pa Inter.

Mysterious girl, Clarice! She
Spoke vaguely of an aunt as "the
d'-a- old Philadelphia lady," and
seemed to have no other family ties.
Sho was humorous, gay, yet often
moody and depressed. The croafl
of her life was lack of personal
beauty She pretended to exult that
ibis defect freed her from tho bond-ag- o

to men. yet she was forever
girding at masculinity as the ovll
genius of creatlop. Sho was excel-
lent company and she adored the
beauty and tho tlno flamy of Adi.i
and Adela's earnestness Three
weeks after they had met in 'he art
class sho hud askod Adela to come

rtuia Rhu Bastrf4

to live with her "in order to reduce
expenses " Yet after that she nover
spoke of money, was never extrava-
gant and never pinched. Adela was
aware that Clarice could have got
on equally well without her share
of the expenses, and yet Clarice
was meticulous In her accounts.

There was a period during that
Vmerloan neutrality of ours, Incon
ceivable now, when tho war was
barred in conversation That was
before April, nlneteen-seventee-

So, though those young people were
ardent readers of the newspapers,
they confined themselves to trifles.

"What." asked Clarice, challeng-
ing, "does our raan-o- f d

say to this humble repast pre-
pared to do him honor?"

"If you mean me, ' Anthony said,
"I say it is wonderful. And it does
Ujie pleasure which is better than
honor."

"Listen to him! The traveled
man tho knowcr of London of
the Savoy Hotel--- of what and all."

The mention of Londou brought
a shadow to Anthony's face and
Adela glanced at him swiftly. In-

tuitively she felt that his London
visit, of which he spoke so seldom,
was somehow bound up with the
nameless, indefinable barrier that
had arisen In their bo and glrl re-
lationship. Mevertheleiii if It were
not pleasant to him to speak of it.

he uas loyally determined to save
him.

"Bother London!" she declared.
"I think New York is the loveliest
big City on earth. Think of the pos-

sibilities of tne good times wo can
have evenings such as this."

nd (iaiiec. who understood It
was uncann) the way lhnt girl un-

derstood patted her hand affec-
tionately.

"Oh, I am so glad, Addle, that you
were ablo to come to New York'"
Anthony exclaimed with warmth.
"You feel about it tho way 1 did
the way I do yet."

Clarice watched him narrowly.

Was he glad Adela had come to
N'ew York? It had not taken Clarice
long to understand Adela'' real rea- -

son for coming. I

"Oh, tho young gee$e!" she said j

to herself, "the young geese!" B
The telephone bell rang. I

rlirice leaped up and answered
if Tho cryptically sounding half
of a duologue ensued

"Yes, indeed, I shall come over
lovely of course right away you B
dear thing'" concluded narlee and
Came back to hr friends from the
Ehadowy cover.

"Listen, my children." she told MMM

them "The dear old Philadelphia B
lady has just arrived in town and H
I've got to run over to the Manhat-
tan Hotel to sec her. Will you be B
good until I come back?"

Adela looked at her Intently. WM

Clarice was perfectly capuble of
having arranged this call before-hand- ,

so as to leave them alone.
But also, it might be true. The 1

faco of Clarice, however, was

"Can we take you there?" Adela
asked her,

"Oh, dear, not for worlds. I meet B
my Philadelphia lady alone and up- - iiiHaided" There was no gainsaying
her. Hastily she began to clear the B
table and transfer the thir.es d

the curtain, where the visiting
maid would find them in - B
tag. Adela was not sorry, but B
neither wjs she rejoiced. She had
been with Anthony alone before,
many times. But that curious
shadow, intangible, incomprehen- - tBblfl seemed always to arise be- - Itween them and to make Anthony B
less himself than when Clarice was
present Clarice disappeared Into B
her bedroom for a moment and
emerged before they knew It. hat- - I
ted, veiled, pulling on her gloves.

"Now, good-by- , children," she mM
said, and there was something al-

most maternal in her voice. Her mm
eyes seemed to flick Adela with a
darting look of tenderness as she B
turned to Anthonv

"1 11 be back by eleven so I shall iHsee you again later '' And seizing B
a wrap near the door she vanished I

into the corridor
Anthony and Adela looked at one

another and smiled.
They were standing, and Adela, mmM

in a white frock with shoulders and MM
arms gleaming through the Aim;
stuff, her clear eyes shining ap B
peared wonderfully lithe and eleo mMMM

end pure. B
"You look like an Incarnation of B

something. Addle." he was lighting PH
a cigarette. "Flalume or Annabel MmW
Lee or one of those filmy ladies. mM

She laughed.
"I feel very mattei

I assure you," she told him.
"There is nothing dreamy about mm
me." k MM

She removed the tablecloth and Isat down on the couch facing him. MX

her chin on her hand and her elbow
resting on her knee Through her
mind was running the thought:

"He did not think me so ethereal
when he kissed me that dav in Lit- -

tlo Rapids." yM
"Matter-o- f fact," he reppated "No
that you never were, Addie."
"If I'm not." she replied after a B

pause, "then I wish I were." An- - Ml
thony gazed at her in silence for a
moment

"May I ask why?"
She smiled Indulgently almost

tenderly B
"Then perhaps I could understand

you better, Anthony " B
"Am I yes. I suppose I am pretty

ommonplace." He attempted a VH
lcel tone, but there was a note of
injury in it all the same.

"Oh, no. Anthony' Don't put
things like that luto my mouth. I
didn't mean that. But may 1

speak plainly?"
"Fire away, Addie"
"Well, then 1 don't understand

Just what it Is Ne w York has done WMM

to you You seem to go about with
your head in the clouds, and you ro

ed w'li being a broker. Are fl
men so easily satisfied in life"1 You mm
used to have wonderful ambitions.
. . It was thrilling, uplifting to
me to talk to you about them.
That's what gave me any scrap of
ambition I have I saw all sorts of
possibilities for you. What is it
that kills ambitions and ideals in
men's souls? Oh, if I only knew llIf I only knew' There I've been '1horrid, haven't I to talk like that?
Forgive me." And sho touched bis
hand lightly and looked away. WMi

For some time they sat in silence. mmM
Anthony's fingers were working
nervously on the arms of his chair. B
In- - past lite flashed before hini in
review a whirl 01 fragmentary pic-
tures Vilma Vilma's flat Vilma
sitting opposite him in a restaurant

Vilma's shoulders Yllnia's neii- - MM

sual lips and ayes that was what
had killed his ambitious, killed as
by slow poison and now, was he
utterly bankrupt? n 'LL1
is the severest of ordeals, and that viLl
is why so few enduie It What jH
ould he say--wh- could he offer

in extenuation 7 Adela was a very
vivid reality facing him. But he
was gazing far beyond her, far and J

deep into his own soul.
"All that you say is true, Addle,''

be murmured slowly "I am weighed
and found wanting."

"But how did it happen?" she mA

Confixurd ot Nut Pajc.
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